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Author’s note:

This is a strange story. Why? You may well ask. Well, when I began writing it, this book was meant to be set in Cornwall, which it is. The book started off exactly as intended, on a stormy night in Bude.

But, once I had finished chapter one, a strange thing happened. The book started to write itself. Certainly, I was typing the words on my laptop, but they weren’t my words and the story certainly wasn’t following my original plan. 

I could have stopped and taken control but, I didn’t. I let the words flow the way they wanted to. So, in reality, this isn’t my book. But if that is true; whose book is it?

I am just explaining this because you may be reading it and not enjoying it. Well, if that is the case (which I hope it isn’t) don’t blame me.

.......................

The book begins with a tragic accident, which triggers off a string of horrific events, that the local police eventually realise they can’t handle without assistance from Scotland Yard.
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Chapter 1
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Colin Jago rubbed his hand across the stubble on his chin and shrugged. The rain was falling in earnest now, but he wasn’t going to miss out on his evening trip to the Barge, just because of the rain. Pulling on his well-worn oilskin waterproof, Jago looked out of the window and then donned a wooly, tight fitting bobble hat. This was minus its bobble, which he had cut off.

As he left his flat in the Flexbury area of Bude, Colin Jago lit up a hand rolled cigarette, locked the door behind him, and set off on his walk across the hill, to pick up the coastal path which led down to the canal and thence to the Barge Inn. Where he would down his usual two pints of Tribute ale, before walking home again. Colin drew deeply on his cigarette which was cradled in his hand, protecting it from the wind. A trick that he had picked up during his thirty-five years of working on the trawlers.

He looked out at the sea, which was already being stirred up by a stiff North-Westerly wind; it was going to be a rough night, a storm was on its way. He shuddered, not for the first time was he glad that he had left the fishing boats behind and opted for retirement. He’d seen too many good men washed overboard and drowned. He regarded himself as lucky, in all of his time at sea he had only suffered the loss of two fingers. He knew that he’d got off lightly. Most of his working life had been spent In Newlyn, in Cornwall but he’d also worked in a few of the smaller ports as well. He was a Cornishman born and bred on the South-West coast of Cornwall; he’d moved to Bude as soon as he had ended his fishing career. Colin Jago would tell anyone that asked, that he had had a bit of a disagreement with the police in Newlyn, but he would never disclose exactly what this ‘disagreement’ was all about.

As Jago crossed the canal and turned to his left toward the Barge Inn, he looked down at the water. It was already being churned about and he knew instinctively that it was going to be a bad night to be at sea.

The Barge closed at ten-thirty sharp and Colin said his farewells to his friends and associates, turned up the collar of his oilskin coat, pulled his hat down tightly, then set off for home. The footpath would be unusable now, so he headed into the town and climbed the steep hill up to his small flat. On the way he had treated himself to a bag of chips but decided not to eat them until he reach home. In this wind he thought he’d more likely to have them dashed from his grasp, so he stuffed them into an inside pocket, enjoying the sensation, as the heat of the chips seeped through and warmed him up.
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Chapter 2
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Jean French was standing in the kitchen, of the small cottage that she shared with her partner in Stratton, just on the outskirts of Bude. She was staring out at the non-stop rain. As she sipped her tea  Jean stiffened slightly, she’d heard the back gate...’Where the bleeding hell have you been all night, well?’

Jean’s partner David Lynn just took off his coat and hung it dripping wet from the hook on the kitchen door.

‘I asked you a question’ shouted Jean, ‘where were you all night?’

The neighbours were used to hearing Jean and David arguing, it was becoming an everyday occurrence, but this sounded different.

‘I’d had too many beers, couldn’t drive home drunk could I, so I spent the night at Sally’s house. Couldn’t phone cause me phone was out of charge.’

‘Who the hell is Sally?’

‘She works the bar over at the Phoenix, near Widemouth Bay. Surely you wouldn’t expect me to walk home from there, would you?’

‘You could have used her phone, or one of your mates could have run you home.’ Jean was running out of anger and tears had begun to stream down her cheeks.

‘Look Jean, I’ve never pretended to be anything other than myself. I like a drink; I like to smoke and I enjoy being with other women. You must have known that when we met, after all, you ditched that wimp John because you found me more exciting; you even said as much yourself. I’m me and I aren’t going to change, not for you or any other woman. I’ll sleep with whoever I want; makes a change from you anyway...’

With that David slammed the kitchen door and went upstairs to the bedroom. Jean slumped down on the sofa in floods of tears and swore to herself that she wasn’t going to be treated like that anymore. Picking up the phone, Jean contacted her sister and twenty minutes later, carrying a small hold all, she climbed into her sister’s car and they drove off to her to her sister’s house, where Jean would be staying in her sister’s spare room.

*
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‘Afternoon Inspector, how did the trial go?’

Cradling the receiver in his right hand, the Detective Inspector replied:

‘Much as expected Sergeant. Trescon was found guilty, but not responsible for his own actions. The Judge was persuaded by the defence that Trelawny needed help and he was taken off to Truro’s mental health unit. As far as I am concerned, it was the best outcome for all concerned.

Anything interesting been happening while I was in court Sergeant?’

‘Not a lot sir, but traffic were alerted to a body in a ditch in Bude; looks like a hit and run. The SOCO team are over there at present and have suggested that we may learn something interesting when the autopsy is carried out.’

‘I see, well ask them to keep me updated please Sergeant.’

‘Yes, Sir, I’ll speak to them straight away.’

Detective Inspector Eric Green was on a temporary placement in Camelford but his Permanent base was in Bude. However, despite Bude being the larger town, Camelford had been in need of a CID officer, to deal with a spate of thefts that had been taking place; however, that case was now closed and the Detective Inspector was looking forward to returning to his old patch. And this hit and run sounded like just the sort of thing he needed to look into.

When the SOCO boys contacted him later that morning, they said it was definitely a hit and run but, the body had been dragged by the car for at least a quarter of a mile and had been in a very poor condition. They had found fragments on red paint and some very odd tyre tracks had been left in the soft earth of the dump site. These were already being studied and analyzed by forensics. 

After consulting with his superiors, it was decided that Inspector Green should indeed return to Bude and head up this case.

*
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When David Lynn eventually woke up, he found the house empty. At first he assumed that Jean had gone shopping, but then he found the note that she had hastily scribbled out for him. And he wasn’t happy.

I have had enough of you, your womanizing, and your constant bullying and violence. I have left you for good and wish you nothing but bad luck. Don’t try and find me.

Jean.

David Lynn knew nothing about Jean having a sister and even if he had, he would have had no idea where she lived. He was now well and truly on his own. He needed to make a few phone calls, call in some favour’s and he needed a car. In the meantime, he decided to go and speak to the neighbours, see if they knew anything but in the event all he found out was that they were glad that she had come to her senses at long last.

It was at about seven that evening that a car pulled up close to David’s cottage and a tall thin man got out. David, hearing the car scrunch to a halt on the gravel, came out to meet him.

‘Ah, Pat, you’re a lifesaver, is this the motor?’

‘Yeah, Mazda, bit beat up but runs well and it’s been fitted with new plates. It’ll do till you find something more to your taste mate.’

‘It’s perfect; I just needed some wheels to get around in for a while.’

‘Well, it’s all yours.’ Pat handed David the keys. ‘I won’t ask what happened to the Beemer, nothing to do with me mate. Take care, I’ll see you soon.’

‘Do you need a lift anywhere?’

‘No, I’m good thanks. I’m looking forward to a bit of a walk.’

It was about an hour later and David Lynn was back in the Phoenix, chatting to Sally as if he didn’t have a care in the world. Which in fact in his own mind, he didn’t have. It was going to be a good evening.

*
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Sergeant Robert Barley entered the Inspector’s office. ‘You wanted to see me sir?’

‘Yes, Sergeant, I did. I wanted to know whether you wanted to work with me on this case?’

‘Sir, nothing would give me more pleasure, I think it fair to say that we worked well the last time we handled a case together.’

‘Exactly my own sentiments Bob, we make a good team. I have been handed some notes from forensics and the autopsy report has just come through, perhaps you’d like to take a seat and have a read through them, then we’ll talk.’

*
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In the small town of Delabole, Jane had now settled down nicely into the spacious, but cosy cottage owned by her sister Susan. Her room was surprisingly large and had its own bathroom. The cottage had at one time belonged to a well-known author, but when he wrote his best-selling second novel, he moved to Truro and sold this cottage for a pittance, to his one-time mistress Susan. She and her late husband Frank, thought It was the perfect hidey hole, set down a winding lane that at times resembled a Holloway, when the trees were in full leaf. 

When Jane woke up that morning, she found a note from Susan saying that she’d gone to the local shop to get a few bits. Jane returned upstairs and had a shower, then went down to the kitchen to prepare the table for breakfast.

Susan arrived soon after Jane had ground some coffee and scooped it into the cafetiere. The kettle was just reaching the right temperature.

‘Hmm, there is nothing like the smell of freshly ground coffee first thing in the morning. How did you sleep Jane, no nightmares I hope.’

‘No sis, no nightmares, in fact I slept like the proverbial log.’

Susan unpacked her string shopping bag, placing fresh croissants on a plate with a couple of sourdough rolls. The table was already set with the marmalade, that Susan preferred and a jar of home-made blackberry jam, Jane’s conserve of choice. Susan poured coffee into both cups, then added fresh cream to hers. Jane insisted that the only way to really enjoy good coffee was to drink it black; they agreed to disagree.

Placing a local newspaper on the breakfast table, Susan turned to her sister: ‘According to the Mercury, there was a nasty hit and run accident the other night. Apparently the poor victim was all but unrecognizable, although they have manage to get his fingerprints and they’re waiting for the results of a DNA test.’

‘Oh god, that’s awful. Fancy running someone over then driving off, leaving them to die. When was it anyway?’

‘It was the night before you arrived, so, three days ago. We are always behind the times here; the paper is only published once a week.’

Jane had gone very quiet and gently placed her roll back onto her plate. Taking a sip of coffee, she then asked her sister if there were any details regarding the car, had anyone seen what happened.

‘No, apparently there were no witnesses, it was late at night and if you remember we had that awful storm. But, it does report that the police have said the vehicle involved was definitely red, and from the paint samples they have collected, it appears to be from a BMW.’ 

Jane remained silent as she absorbed all that Susan had just told her.

‘...Jane, what’s wrong, you haven’t heard a word I’ve been saying.’

‘Of course I have, you were telling me about the accident.’

‘That was a few minutes ago Jane, I was just asking you if you fancy going for a drive into Boscastle later.’

Suddenly Jane burst into tears and dashed from the room, Susan gave her a couple of minutes then went up to her bedroom, where she found Jane sobbing uncontrollably and rocking back and forwards as she sat on the edge of the bed.

After a few moments of consoling by her big sister, Jane said that she had to get in touch with the police in Bude, as she may have some information that could possibly help them in this hit and run case. She then told Susan all about David’s being out all night and coming home without his precious car. Half an hour later, they were driving along the A39, heading for Bude.
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Chapter 3
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Oliver Downs, who lived with his wife and daughter in a newly built house just outside of Stratton. Oliver was a large man; bearded and muscular with a year-round swarthiness to his features that came from a healthy outdoor life, as a tree surgeon. But, as he stood outside of Bude police station, he felt nervous, which was not normal for him. It was just that he had any involvement with the police before. Oliver gritted his teeth and formed two fists with his powerful hands, then he walked up the steps and entered the station.

‘...and you are absolutely certain that this speeding car was a red BMW?’ Sergeant Barley was writing everything down, while Inspector Green asked the questions.

‘Yes Inspector, as I told you I’d picked up my daughter from the Italian restaurant in Bude and we were just driving up the A3072 from the town center. We got to the roundabout at the top of the town and I was preparing to turn left, heading for home. The red car came the wrong way around the roundabout and almost hit us.’

‘Yes, yes, I understand that but it was a very stormy night, are you certain it was a BMW?’

‘Yes I am, for several reasons; one, I’m a bit of a petrol head; two, it was an M3 model, albeit a slightly tatty one. But mostly because it was the same bloody car that had almost put me in a ditch earlier on, as I drove toward Bude. And, as I said, when we were approaching our home it went past us again, this time on the wrong side of the road and once again I had to take evading action.’

Sergeant Barley then asked a question of his own. ‘Roughly what time would that have been Mr. Downs?’

‘Give or take a few minutes, about ten past eleven.’

‘You say the vehicle was on the wrong side of the road...’

Yes, as I pointed out he passed us on the roundabout and headed down the A39 in the same direction we were heading. The shock of the driver cutting us up after coming the wrong way round the roundabout, had upset my daughter and I had to stop briefly so that she could be sick by the side of the road. She was extremely upset and crying. Then just before I turned into my own driveway, the stupid bastard headed straight for us, on the wrong side of the road. I managed to mount the pavement and avoided a collision.’
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